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on our train. It is a big station, plastered with statues of
Lenin and Stalin, and with an immense picture of Stalin
with his arm around a little child who has given him a
bunch of flowers.
This picture of Stalin was right opposite the draft train
I told you of; packed, forty or so to the truck, with families,
mostly very young. I asked at one truck where they were
going. They said to the Urals. The women were pers-
piring, they were packed far too tightly to attend to the
children properly. It was evening, and the train drew in
as I watched, and the children were tired and restless.
There was crying and scolding in many of the trucks.
When the train stopped, most of the people were unwilling
to get out—in that crash they might not get in again.
One oldish woman got out with a very young child, too
young to be her, own. She went across to the little over-
grown garden in the middle of the platform, under the
board of pictures of the patriotic war (including a picture
of Stalin). There she pulled the pants off the child and
squatted him on the grass; and then proceeded to do the
same next to him. I shall always regret I didn't get a photo
of that group, with the background.
Meanwhile there was trouble on our train. The roof was
pretty heavily populated by.this time, and a militia man
walked up and down shouting them off. It had very little
effect. Then he got on the roof himself, and walked along
threatening them. They dropped off, coach after coach,
as he went along. At the end of our coach a very tough-
looking man, with a bundle, slid down and edged a girl in a
print dress (red with white spots, new-looking) off her place
on the buffer. She accepted defeat, and stood by, hoping
for another place to appear, Bella major with an earth-
quake of a sigh, said, * No—she did not get on. There will
be more trains.*
At Vologda we changed from a 2-10-0 engine to a
2-6-2. The next morning, at Alexandrov, we had ai^
electric engine to draw us into Moscow, and we arrived on

